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was lost.    With shouts of victory the Cavaliers pursued them ; but the da}/ was not yet decided.
Far over on the Parliament left was a body of twenty-three hundred riders, whose fine discipline, high courage, and religious zeal were the wonder of that army. They were the Godfearing men whom Oliver Cromwell had wisely chosen to beat the younger sons and men of honour in the Kind's army. When Manchester's infantry sprang across the White Syke ditch, they were mowed down in platoons by a murderous fire from the Prince's artillery. Cromwell, watching for the result of the first onset to govern his own course, saw them falter before the awful flame and smoke of Rupert's cannon. With a passionate word of command he led his Ironsides around to the right in order to avoid the ditch. The movement occupied some moments, during which the infantry met with increasing distress. But; their deliverer was near.
The stern Puritans went charging down the Moor, striking the Royal right wing like a tornado of death. The Cavaliers in their turn were appalled. No such solid and compact body of men as Cromwell then led had ever been seen in Kngland before. The Royalists were stricken with panic. '* God made them as stubble to our swords," wrote Cromwell, three days afterwards. " We charged their regiments of foot with our horse, and routed all we charged.1* Cromwell was wounded in the neck, which for a moment checked his pursuit. The men at his side were alarmed until they heard him say cheerily, ** A miss is as good as a mile." Refusing to consider it anything but a trifling hurt, her pressed in on the enemy's guns, struck down the men who served them, and turned their flaming mouths upon the fleeing Cavaliers. 1 Ie then struck the enemy's centre on the flank, just as Rupert had done on the other side of the ditch. There he met Lord Newcastle's u White Coats/1 embracing the flower of Yorkshire manhood, and not even the Ironsides could make them flinch. Oliver and his men went at them shouting, "God and our Cause ! " at every charge. They fell, indeed, like "stubble" before sabre-thrust and carbine, but still they answered, " God and our King!>r until